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DEATH'S DIRECTION 



By John Marlii 



SITTING across the Hunter's Lodge break- 
fast table from his uncle, fifteen-year-old 
Ted Cotter's eyes opened wide in surprise as 
his uncle mentioned possible danger. 
"What danger. Uncle Bill?" he asked. 
Bill Cotter's broad, rugged face frowned. 
"Ted. when you came up here, I never 
thought I'd need your help. Real help, Ted. 
The point is that something's happened, some- 
thing bigger than I'd ever dreamed. And there 
are only two people up here in Moosehill I can 
trust. You and Andy Parker, my guide." 

"Here comes Andy now, Uncle Bill," Ted 
said, staring out the window. In the distance 
the small Minnesota village of Moosehill 
nestled in the gentle slope between two moun- 
tains. Across; the rock-tumbled terrain between 
the village and the lodge came old, grizzled 
Andy Parker, carrying snowshoes. 

"There may be no danger at all," Bill Cotter 
said. "But if there is, I want you with me. 
We're trekking out today. Will you come 
along. Ted?" 

"Why sure. Uncle Bill." Ted said. "But 
what's it all about?" 

As Andy Parker knocked on the front door 
of the lodge, his uncle put a finger to his lips. 

•'Can't tell you right now, Ted." he said 
quickly. "A secret's a secret only when one 
man has it. And if I'm wrong I'd feel like a 
fool. If I'm right . . ." He paused. "Well, you'll 
know about it before anyone else does." He 
looked up and shouted, "Come on in, Andy!" 
Andy Parker came in grinning. 
"Looks like snow, Mr. Cotter," he said. 
"That's why I br'ung along these snow-hop- 
pers." He peered out the window. " 'Course it 
isn't falling yet, but it might before nightfall. 
Sure you want to go traipsing out for two 
whole days?" 

Mr. Cotter nodded. He watched Ted get into 
his heavy woolens. 

"We'll have to make it now, Andy," he said. 
"You know the heavy snows begin next week. 
I want you to guide us back to the spot we 
hit two weeks ago." 

"Okay, Mr. Cotter." Andy said, smiling. 
"You want to trek, I'll guide you." 

Dressing quickly, Ted's uncle brought out 
two previously prepared packs. Andy shoul- 
dered one. He handed the other to Ted. On 
the top of Ted's pack, two pairs of snowshoes 
were strapped. Then Mr. Cotter brought a 
much heavier and bigger pack out from a 
closet. 

"Food, Uncle Bill?" Ted laughed, adjusting 



the straps of his pack around his shoulders. 

Quickly Mr. Cotter glanced up at Andy who 
was peering concernedly out the window. 
Again he put his fingers to his Hps. 

Ted nodded in understanding. 

"We'll have enough for two days in yours 
and Andy's packs, Ted," his uncle said. 
"Where we're going is only a twelve-hour 
trek. But it's hidden in thick woods— and 
that's why we need Andy; to help me find it 
again." 

The sky was a darkening gray as the trio 
stepped out of the lodge. Locking the door 
behind him. Mr. Cotter looked at his watch. 
It said seven o'clock in the morning. 

"We ought to reach where we're going by 
this time tonight," he said. "Maybe faster if 
it doesn't snow." 

A few flakes fell from the skies as they left 
the lodge, but the snow didn't continue. 

With Andy in the lead they marched due 
northwest, toward the Canadian border. The 
region was almost unexplored territory. In 
this area the only occupation was fur trapping 
and the supplying of an occasional guide such 
as Andy Parker to city folk like Ted's uncle 
who owned one of the few hunting lodges in 
the vicinity. 

"Waifll mom and dad hear about this!" Ted 
exulted as they walked along. "I never figured 
my vacation would wind up with a real honest- 
to-gosh trek. You think maybe we'll see any 
bears, Uncle Bill?" 

Bill Cotter laughed. 

"No bears I'm afraid, Ted, but we may see 
wolves. That's why Andy's taking his hunting 
rifle." Then as he saw the look in Ted's eyes, 
he laughed again. "But wolves never attack a 
party of men, though they'll always go after 
a lone hunter if they can." 

They paused, as Andy stopped to consult a 
pocket compass, then continued on into the 
forest. But their rate of progress was slower 
than Mr. Cotter had expected. It was nearly 
nine o'clock that night before they reached 
their destination. Slipping into their sleeping 
bags, they were all asleep before ten. 

In the morning, while Mr. Cotter started un- 
packing his big pack, Andy and Ted went out 
to gather firewood for the breakfast blaze. Ted 
had picked up several pieces of dry wood when 
he noticed an odd outcropping of rock. It was 
almost black, but glittered with what looked 
like tiny veins of silver. He picked up a small 
fragment and ran back to his uncle, but paused, 
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DEATH'S DIRECTION 

(Continued from inside front cover) 

astonished. 

Mr. Cotter was bending over a large box 
he'd taken from his pack. 

"Eh, Ted?" he began. "What's that you've 
got?" But when Ted handed him the fragment 
he said, "It's only common lodestone, not silver 
ore as I suppose you thought it was." Then 
he winked and laughed genially. "But just 
look and listen to my Geiger counter here!" 

"Geiger counter?" Ted exclaimed excitedly. 

From the top of the counter came a dull, 
clicking sound. Ted's mouth fell open and he 
blurted: "Why . . . why that means . . ." 

"Uranium ore!" his uncle said exultantly. 
"I found a tiny piece up here weeks ago while 
hunting with Andy. I suspected it was uran- 
ium, but only a Geiger counter could really 
tell. I had one flown in by air express just 
before you came up for your vacation. Ted, 
there's millions of dollars worth of uranium 
ore lying right under our feet!" 

The deep snick of a rifle-bolt being thrown 
to, whirled them both around. Andy Parker 
had crept up on them silently, listening. He 
stood there, his gun trained on them, mouth 
working jerkily. In his eyes was the bright, 
blazing fire of greed. 

"Uranium ore, eh?" he grunted. "Worth 
millions, eh?" An animal sound burst from his 
throat. "Well, why shouldn't I get it instead 
of you? Why should I slave out my life — when 
there's millions to be made just by staking a 
claim?" 

"What the devil do you mean, Andy?" Mr. 
Cotter demanded. 

"All I have to do is kill the both of you, 
go back and claim you were eaten by wolves, 
that I escaped." A deep gutteral laugh froze 
their blood. "Even if tbey find your bodies, 
Ihe wolves won't have left much evidence — 
besides bones !" 

The gun roared, bucking. With a groan Mr. 
Cotter fell back dead, shot through the heart. 
With lightning, swiftness, the gun came up 
toward Ted. But suddenly, Ted wasn't there. 
Breathing heavily, Andy saw him dash for the 
snowshoes and gather up all three pair. Andy 
aimed and fired, but Ted ducked instantly be- 
hind a tree. Then, like a ghost, dodging from 
tree to tree, he vanished into the forest. 

"Go!" Andy yelled, shaking his fist. "You 
will die out there tonight in the cold. Only I 
could guide you back with my compass!" He 
glanced gleefully at the sky as heavy snow- 
flakes began to fall." And you cannot follow 
my tracks because the snow will cover them!" 

With swift decision, he hid the Geiger 
counter, leaving only the corpse and the packs 
exposed in the open. That night, he knew, the 
wolves would come, attracted by the scent of 



blood. Then he started off, through the falling 
snow toward Moosehill where he would tell 
his false tale and establish his own claim to 
the uranium find. All day he trekked back, 
cursing the ill-luck of having lost his snow- 
shoes. 

By eleven o'clock that night, he saw the 
lights of Moosehill come into view. Passing 
the silent hunting lodge, exulting on the 
wealth that would soon be his, he went straight 
to the Mayor's house. 

Mayor Benson greeted him and listened to 
his story. Andy told it with skill and a hag- 
gard look. 

"You left the both of them dead, eh?" Mayor 
Benson asked finally. 

"The wolves got them both," Andy Parker 
explained sadly. "We were attacked by wolves 
and separated. Before I could do anything, I 
saw both their throats torn out. I managed to 
keep the wolves off with my gun and got 
away." 

"You're sure they're dead?" the Mayor 
asked. 

"I told you I saw their throats torn out!" 
Andy insisted. 

The Mayor got up and walked around the 
table to Andy. With a lightning move he 
grabbed Andy's wrist and snapped a handcuff 
on it. 

"Wha' ... |" began Andy in fear. 

Click.' The other handcuff closed. Then the 
Mayor called out, "Okay, come on in now!" 

As the door to the room opened, Andy's 
knees sagged under him. 

"T-Ted C-Cotter!" he stammered. 

"I told Mayor Benson the real story, Andy," 
Ted said grimly. "It's you who's lying. After 
all, I couldn't be dead with my throat torn 
out by wolves — and be here alive, too!" 

"You — you got away, got back!" Andy qua- 
vered in horror. 

"The minute you killed Uncle Bill, I knew 
I didn't have a chance unless I ran," Ted be- 
gan slowly. "So I decided to slow you down 
by taking the snowshoes. I put on one pair 
and hid the other two. Because of the snow- 
shoes and because I'm younger and spryer 
than you. Andy, I managed to get back to 
Moosehill hours before you did." 

"But you had no compass!" Andy croaked 
hoarsely. "There was no way you could tell 
direction in falling snow!" 

HAD a needle in my pocket sewing 
JB. kit," Ted answered. "By rubbing a piece 
of magnetic lodestone on it, I made it magnetic 
like a compass needle. By floating the needle 
in melted snow water on a piece of paper in 
my palm, and watching the magnetized end 
turn north, I could easily tell the south-east 
trail back to Moosehill!" 

THE END 
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